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scarcely less keen than the King's, was less sophisti-
cated and jaded. And what if not even the sacrifice
of his self-respect, his dignity and his ambition could
secure his safety ?

All his Huguenot servants had been removed, ex-
cept Aubignd, the historian, who, like his master,
had hidden a serious purpose under a frivolous ex-
terior, and one other: these two sitting by his bed,
heard him sigh and repeat the 88th psalm, " Thou
hast put away my acquaintance far from me and
made me to be abhorred of them. I am so fast in
prison that I cannot get forth.'* Upon this, Aubignc*
drew the curtains and addressed to his master one of
those sententious speeches with which, if we may
believe his history, he would seem to have been
always provided. " Is it true, Sire, that the spirit
of God still dwells and works in you ? You sigh to
Him for the absence of your faithful friends and ser-
vants, while they are met together grieving that you
are not with them, and labouring for your deliver-
ance. Are you not weary of trying to hide behind
yourself? you are guilty of your greatness and of the
wrongs you have endured. The murderers of St.
Bartholomew's Day have a good memory, and cannot
believe that of their victims to be so short*

" Nay, if what is dishonourable were but safe! But
no risk can be greater than to remain. As for us
two, we were speaking, when what you said led us to
draw the curtain, of escaping to-morrow. Consider,
Sire, that you will next be served by hands which
will not dare to refuse to employ poison or steel
against you/'